"Ladies do not presume," he said. "They are privi-
leged. You little understand what a great opportunity
you have for serving the Prince's welfare by a sug-
gestion of the sort. But I have to start at once. Good
night/'

She wished him a speedy return. She wondered what
crooked policy he was scheming as he went. The Palace
maids now took charge of her. Soon she was led by
Father Serapion to a room where the Patriarch stood.
She found herself talking alone with the Patriarch about
the great beauty of Macedonia's dancing. On that topic,
she could always talk; so, it seemed, could the Patriarch,
who said he had danced much as a lad, before he had
studied for the priesthood. He said, "I can never think
of dancing save as a holy thing. It happens to be linked
with the deepest experience in my life." She felt that he
was going to tell her this experience; he was at point
to begin upon it, when Serapion came in with Sosthenbs
and Macedonia. Justinian followed them and welcomed
them. Then the Imperial Pair entered, limping, both,
looking very old and weary; they took the obeisances
from their seats. The Patriarch also sat. The rest of the
party remained standing, while two Sardican servants
swiftly brought in a table, on which were three dishes
bearing what looked like rolls of linen. Theodora
thought that they were now to be offered olives, or some
dry wine before the supper began. At a sign from the
Emperor, Justinian spoke:

"Most trusty Sosthenes, most honourable ladies,
Macedonk and Theodora, His Imperial Majesty, having
seen, with deepest pleasure, the noble and pure art which
you have brought back to the Theatre, and having, in
his wisdom, determined, that such service pre-eminently
calls for the approval of the Throne, now, therefore, bids
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